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her on her return and she told me I couldn't imagine the material
there was behind the Maginot Line and up in the North where the
B.E.F* and General Georges's Army lay. The morale, she said, was
wonderful, the troops wore eagerly waiting for the attac'k. I also
knew one of Renter's correspondents with the Army: he told me
the same story. Things looked really all right.
In a couple of days the aspect of Paris changed. Though the
papers were still applauding the advance into Belgium, there was a
slight tremor in the air. Refugees from Belgium began io arrive.
Their cars sported mattresses on the roofs. 11. appeared thai (icrman
planes machine-gunned them on the road and the mattresses wore a
kind of protection against machine-gun bullets. Quite* suddenly
new words appeared. Parachutists and Mflh Columnists. These
words filled the air, often enough rent asunder by the sirens, though
no German planes were ever visible. Then on the (illh day the.
canaries sang and the radio bleated, and because I had taken to the
habit of listening to it my early morning was rather spoiled by the
news that Holland had capitulated. Then 1 noticed that the 'buses
of Paris were gone. Officially, it was said, they went to collect
Belgian refugees. I believed that, too.
The weather was perfect. Standing in front of the Sacrc-Coriir,
I looked down, and Paris was more beautiful than ever. At night
you could hear the trains leaving for the 1'Yont. Then one afternoon
the radio, which was giving the news every two hours, announced
that the Germans claimed the capture of Sedan. But, added the
radio, not giving you time to be stunned, there was a village in
Belgium called Sedan, and surely the Germans must mean that.
They did not. Within a few days the names of towns of which P<1
read so much in books about the First (ierman World War wo.re
bandied about. Amiens, Arras and Bethune: and more were to
come. Only one never came: Marne,
I saw Paul in Joe's Bar. He'd been absent lor several days. Now he
looked like the dustbin itself. He was drunk, though it was early
in the afternoon. He wept, and told me he had down over Licije
and that Liege was in Hames. I said I didn't believe him, not so much
concerning the ilames of Liege, hut regarding his aerial presence,
above them. He was the foremost liar I'd the^good luck to know;
he admitted it himself. Once. I had told him thai if he went on
lying he would, end up by saying lie was the best friend of Napoleon.
Paul had asked, "Which Napoleon?" So now 1 told hint he, was
lying. At first he didn't answer, but: after drinking more red wine
he burst into bitter tears, "Can't you see Pin just beinjr a scnti-